CLIMATES

countered of making Philippe marry Renee, and Isabelle in essence
is Philippe himself transmuted into a woman, just as Stendhal's
Lamiel is the female counterpart of Julien SoreL What Isabelle
brings to Philippe is less the image of Odile than the reflection of his
own youth.

When this new version was finished I realized that the first part
was moving; the second, painful. Why? Because in the first part
the hero kept saying: 'I am in love-and am not loved in return'; in
the second: 1 am loved,.! do not love,' which seemed insupportably
fatuous. I decided to recast the second half of the book and to turn
it into a confession by Isabelle. It was thus, and not by deliberate
design, that Climate acquired that appearance of a diptych which
some have praised for its originality and others criticized for its
artificial symmetry. Climats is, of all my books, the one that has
had the greatest number of readers, not in the Anglo-Saxon coun-
tries but in France, in Germany, in Italy, in Spain, in Poland. Is this
right? Is it the best? Is it a true picture of love* 'I leave the decision
to a lover and make no judgment/

I finished Climats at Shalford Park in Surrey where we had spent
the summer. In the spring of that year (1928) I had gone to Cam-
bridge to deliver die Clark Lectures, an annual series of literary talks,
which had been given in the preceding year by E. M. Forster and
were given the year following by Desmond MacCarthy. Forster
had chosen for his subject: Aspects of the Novel', I chose: Aspects of
Biography, and I tried to give some idea of the biographer's tech-
nique. The series lasted for six weeks and during that time the
lecturer lived in the Harcourt Rooms in Trinity College, imposing
chambers, heavy with history, and took his meals at the High Table
in the Hall beside the Master of Trinity who was the great physicist
Sir Joseph Thomson.

I liked Cambridge very much, the ancient colleges of grey stone
scattered along the river, the tender greensward of the banks, the
willow trees leaning over the Cam, the old bridges beneath which
passed the students* punts, and the room centuries old in which I
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